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Bible on a Streetcar 


Wesley Moore liked to go to Sab 
bath school except for one thing. Mother 
said he had to take his Bible with him. 

Wesley lived clear across town from the 
church. Every Sabbath morning he had to 
take a streetcar. And he did NOT like to 
have everybody on the streetcar see him 
carrying a Bible on a Saturday morning. 

One Sabbath, when Wesley was about 
ten, he planned to leave the Bible at home. 
He got dressed and ready to go—and went 
as far as the front door. 

“Wesley!” 

Oh, dear! 

“Yes, Mother?” 

“Do you have your Bible with you?” 

“No, Mother.” 

“Then you had better get it.” 

“Yes, Mother.” 

Oh dear, oh dear, OH DEAR! 

Obediently, Wesley got the Bible and 
trudged off with it. But if he had to take the 
Book, at least he didn’t have to carry it 
where everyone could see it. 
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It was winter, and Wesley was wearing 
an overcoat. When he got onto the streetcar 
he hid the Bible under the coat. 

But the streetcar wobbled as it went 
along and the Bible slid from under the 
coat onto the floor. Wesley picked it up and 
hid it quickly under his coat again. 

But not quite quickly enough. 

“Young man!” 

Wesley turned around to see who was 
talking so loud. It was an elderly gentle- 
man sitting two or three seats back. 

“Young man,” the elderly gentleman re- 
peated, ‘“‘come here and sit beside me.” 

By now quite a few passengers were 
watching. What could little Wesley do but 
go and sit beside the man? 

“What do you have under your coat?” 
the gentleman continued. 

“Well, it’s, er,” Wesley stammered. 

“Let me see it a minute, please,” the 
gentleman said. He took the Bible and held 
it up so high that everybody on the street- 
car could see it. 

And by this time everybody on the street- 
car was seeing it. Not much that’s interest- 
ing usually happens on a streetcar. So when 
a thing like this occurred, everyone on 
board paid attention to it. 

“I see it is a Bible,” the elderly gentleman 
went on loudly. “Just what I thought. A 
Bible is the most precious thing in the 
world. You can be proud you own one, son. 
Unfortunately, there aren’t very many fel- 
lows left nowadays with enough good sense 
to carry a Bible. Never hide this Book, 
young man. Be proud to carry it, and be 
proud to let people know you are carry- 
ing it.” 

The gentleman opened his wallet. “Here,” 
he said. “Let me show you what I think of 
a young man who carries his Bible with 
him.” 

He handed Wesley a dollar. 

I can’t say that Wesley always enjoyed 
carrying his Bible on the streetcar after that. 
But I do know that as the years went by he 
came to value the Book more and more. 
He is a church school teacher in Trenton, 
New Jersey, today. And he always takes his 
Bible to Sabbath school with him. 


Your friend, 


laren Wrawrel 
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Sherry's Strange Egg 






By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


= was nearly over. The sun cast 
long red rays over the treetops, and 
turned the water of the Zambezi River into 
gold as it lingered around a few minutes be- 
fore retiring for the night. 

It had been a pleasant Sabbath day at the 
mission. There were the usual Sabbath 
school and church services, with the bap- 
tismal classes following. And today had 
also been the day for visiting the villages. 
Sherry always liked those days. 

After lunch the entire mission family 
would divide into four bands and set off 
for villages in four directions from the mis- 
sion. Once in a village, the group would be- 
gin singing hymns. Soon the people would 
peek from the doors of their huts, then they 
would come one by one and sit on the 
ground in front of the missionaries. Then 


the Picture Roll would be hung up for all to 
see. The Africans never failed to be thrilled 
by the pictures. They would be even more 
touched as the missionary told the story of 
the picture and of the love of God. 

That was what Sherry and her family had 
done this Sabbath afternoon, and right now 
they were on their way back to the mission 
as the sun was going down. Their legs were 
tired from the four-mile walk, but they hur- 
ried along, for night in that part of Africa 
brings many dangers—lions, elephants, 
leopards. 

The trail led the family near the river- 
bank, and the missionary warned his little 
daughter to stay away from the edge, as 
danger lurked there, too. But Sherry had 
spotted an egg lying in the sand near the 

To page 17 


If Sherry had known what lay inside the egg she found, she would never have asked to take it home. 






at , bye haath ; ¥ : 
it et ¥7 2»! ; 
US Phy Bi 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


“THANKS 
For the Five Shillings” 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


| pes mission director was sitting in his 
office one day at Malamulo Mission in 
Africa, when he looked out the window and 
saw a young African boy waiting to see him. 
He walked over to the door and called the 
boy in. The lad came in and sat down on the 
edge of a chair. 

“What can I do for you, Duncan?” Elder 
Edwards asked. 

“I have come to thank you, sir,” the lad 
answered. 

“Thank me? For what?” the pastor asked 
in surprise. 

“For five shillings, sir,” Duncan answered. 
“For the five shillings you gave me.” 

Pastor Edwards was mystified. He had 
never given this boy a penny at any time, 
much less five shillings, which would be 
sixty pennies, and a real sum of money for a 
boy to have. He began to wonder whether 
the boy had gone out of his mind and did 
not know what he was talking about. 

“Duncan, I did not give you five shil- 
lings,” he declared. “You must be mistaken. 
You muse think I am someone else.” 

“Oh, no, sir.” The boy was still smiling 
happily. “I will tell you how you gave it to 
me. You do not even know yourself that you 
gave it to me, but you did, and that is why 
I must thank you. This is what happened, 
sir: 

“Do you remember that you told us a 
story at chapel last Friday?” 

“Oh yes, I remember. I told you the story 


of Booker T. Washington, and how he 
gained admittance to Hampton Institute by 
being so very thorough when he was asked 
to clean a certain classroom.” 

“Yes, that is it,” the lad replied eagerly. 
“And that is why I got the five shillings, sir, 
because of that story you told us. I decided 
to try it out, and see what it would do for 
me. 

“You did? And where did you try it?” 
questioned the missionary. 

“Well, yesterday I went to ask a certain 
bwana for some work. At first he refused. 
He said he did not have anything for me to 
do. Then he asked me if I could clean out 
his barn, so he could put his car into it. He 
said he would give me a sixpence if I would 
clean it so well that he would not run any 
nails into the tires. I set to work.” 

“Sixpence is only half of a shilling. It 
is not very much,” Pastor Edwards observed. 

“You are right, sir. Sixpence is not very 
much to you, but it is to me. I was glad to 
earn something, so I set to work and swept 
the barn all over as well as I could and then 
I burned up all the trash, but the bwana had 
not yet come to see my work. As I waited, I 
saw the walls were dirty. I got a ladder and 
went all around and cleaned the walls. That 
made the floor dirty, so I swept it again, 
which made it all the cleaner. Still the 
bwana did not come.” 

Pastor Edwards looked at the small lad, 
who was possibly twelve, and he realized 
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how hard the work must have been for him, 
for he was undersized and small, and very 
thin. 

“After I had finished the walls, I looked 
up, and saw that the ceiling and the rafters 
were just hanging with dirt and cobwebs. 
So I climbed up there with a little broom 
and an old sack, and cleaned all the long 
ceiling poles off. This made my walls and 
floor dirty, so I had to sweep them both 
again, and that made them look so clean 
that I swept them both again just for good 
measure. I was just scooping up the dirt 
when I saw how untidy the ground around 
the barn was. I swept and cleaned and 
picked up out there, till it looked clean and 
tidy all around. When the bwana came, he 
was so pleased that he gave me five shillings 
instead of a sixpence, and he told me he 
wanted me to come and work for him some 
more.” 

The pastor smiled, and patted the lad on 
the head. “That is wonderful, my boy, and 
I am sure you have discovered the reason 
why the great Booker T. Washington suc- 
ceeded. He was willing to work more than 
was required of him.” 


“Yes, sir,” the small boy answered hap- 
pily. “That is true, and I know it is, and that 
is why I came to thank you for the five shil- 
lings you gave me. If you had not told me 
the story, I would not have known to do the 
work as well as I did, and I would never 
have had all that money.” 

The years went by. Duncan grew, and he 
worked as hard in school as he had on the 
bwana’s garage, taking deep pride in do- 
ing his work beautifully and well. Finally, 
he graduated. But alas, he had become a lit- 
tle worldly by then. People had begun to 
tell him how much money he could earn if 
he left the mission and went into town to 
work as a clerk in a store or office. He knew 
he did wrong to even think of it, for he 
would have to work on the blessed Sab- 
bath. But in his stubborn heart he deter- 
mined to earn a lot of money and get him- 
self a lot of the fine things he had longed for 
all his life. 

One day he heard that Bwana Edwards 
was going to drive the mission truck to 
Blantyre to deliver butter from the mission 
dairy to some of the stores. Duncan asked 
to go along. To page 19 
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Duncan had swept the floor clean. But now he looked up and saw the rafters covered with cobwebs. 
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WILD ANIMALS I HAVE KNOWN—II 





The Springfield Fox 


Second of Two Parts 


By ERNEST THOMPSON SETON 





JEANIE MC COY, ARTIST 


The fox was being chased by dogs. She leaped onto 
a sheep, and the poor frightened animal raced away. 


My uncle was annoyed because his chickens were disap- 
pearing. I knew the Springfield fox was taking them, but 
I didn’t want Uncle to find out, because I enjoyed watch- 
ing the mother fox training her babies. But Uncle made 
me put Ranger, my dog, on the fox’s trail. I watched the 
fox run ahead of the dog, step into a stream, and walk up 
it for two hundred yards, then come out and climb the 
hill and actually sit down about ten feet from me without 
realizing I was there. He didn’t see me, because he was 
watching the dog so closely. 

HE fox before me shifted his position a 

little to get a better view and watched 
with a most human interest all the circling 
of the hound. He was so close that I saw the 
hair of his shoulder bristle a little when the 
dog came in sight. I could see the jumping 
of his heart on his ribs, and the gleam of his 
yellow eye. When the dog was wholly 
baulked by the water trick, it was comical to 
see: the fox could not sit still, but rocked 
up and down in glee, and reared on his 
hind feet to get a better view of the slow- 
plodding hound. With mouth opened 


nearly to his ears, though not at all winded, 
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he panted noisily for a moment, or rather 
he laughed gleefully, just as a dog laughs by 
grinning and panting. 

Old Scarface wriggled in huge enjoyment 
as the hound puzzled over the trail so long 
that when he did find it, it was so stale he 
could barely follow it, and did not feel 
justified in tonguing on it at all. 

As soon as the hound was working up the 
hill, the fox quietly went into the woods. I 
had been sitting in plain view only ten feet 
away, but I had the wind and kept still and 
the fox never knew that his life had for 
twenty minutes been in the power of the 
foe he most feared. Ranger also would have 
passed me as near as the fox, but I spoke to 
him, and with a little nervous start he quit 
the trail and looking sheepish lay down by 
my feet. 

This little comedy was played with varia- 
tions for several days, but it was all in 
plain view from the house across the river. 
My uncle, impatient at the daily loss of 
hens, went out himself, sat on the open 
knoll, and when old Scarface trotted to his 
lookout to watch the dull hound on the 
river flat below, my uncle remorselessly shot 
him in the back, at the very moment when 
he was grinning over a new triumph. 

But still the hens were disappearing. My 
uncle was wrathy. He determined to con- 
duct the war himself, and sowed the woods 
with poison baits, trusting to luck that our 
own dogs would not get them. He indulged 
in contemptuous remarks on my by-gone 
woodcraft, and went out evenings with a 
gun and the two dogs, to see what he could 
destroy. 

Vix knew right well what a poisoned bait 
was; she passed them by or else treated 














them with active contempt, but one she 
dropped down the hole of an old enemy, a 
skunk, who was never afterward seen. For- 
merly old Scarface was always ready to take 
charge of the dogs, and keep them out of 
mischief. But now that Vix had the whole 
burden of the brood, she could no longer 
spend time in breaking every track to the 
den, and was not always at hand to meet and 
mislead the foes that might be coming too 
near. 

The end is easily foreseen. Ranger fol- 
lowed a hot trail to the den, and Spot, the 
fox-terrier, announced that the family was 
at home, and then did his best to go in after 
them. 

The whole secret was now out, and the 
whole family doomed. The hired man came 
around with pick and shovel to dig them 
out, while we and the dogs stood by. Old 
Vix soon showed herself in the near woods, 
and led the dogs away off down the river, 
where she shook them off when she thought 
proper, by the simple device of springing 
on a sheep’s back. The frightened animal 
ran for several hundreds yards, then Vix got 
off, knowing that there was now a hopeless 
gap in the scent, and returned to the den. 
But the dogs, baffled by the break in the 
trail, soon went back to the den too, to find 
Vix hanging about in despair, vainly trying 
to decoy us away from her treasures. 
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The lonely fox puppy watched his mother go, not 
knowing what men had put into the food she brought. 





Meanwhile Paddy plied both pick and 
shovel with vigor and effect. The yellow, 
gravelly sand was heaping on both sides, 
and the shoulders of the sturdy digger were 
sinking below the level. After an hour's 
digging, enlivened by frantic rushes of the 
dogs after the old fox, who hovered near in 
the woods, Pat called: 

“Here they are, sir!” 

It was the den at the end of the burrow, 
and cowering as far back as they could, were 
the four little woolly cubs. 

Before I could interfere, a murderous 
blow from the shovel, and a sudden rush for 
the fierce little terrier, ended the lives of 
three. The fourth and smallest was barely 
saved by holding him by his tail high out of 
reach of the excited dogs. 

He gave one short squeal, and his poor 
mother came at the cry, and circled so near 
that she would have been shot but for the 
accidental protection of the dogs, who 
somehow always seemed to get between, 
and whom she once more led away on a 
fruitless chase. 

The little one saved alive was dropped 
into a bag, where he lay quite still. His un- 
fortunate brothers were thrown back into 
their nursery bed, and buried under a few 
shovelfuls of earth. 

We guilty ones then went back into the 
house, and the little fox was soon chained 
in the yard. No one knew just why he was 
kept alive, but in all a change of feeling had 
set in, and the idea of killing him was 
without a supporter. 











CHICKENS 


Once THERE WERE NO CHICKENS IN 
AMERICA! ONLY THE TURKEY WHICH HAS 
BEEN HERE SINCE PREHISTORIC TIMES. 


QgHE FIRST CHICKENS WERE BROUGHT TO 
AMERICA FROM EUROPE AND ASIA. 
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My window now took the place of the 
hollow basswood. A number of hens of the 
breed he knew so well were about the cub in 
the yard. Late that afternoon as they strayed 
near the captive there was a sudden rattle of 
the chain, and the youngster dashed at the 
nearest one and would have caught him but 
for the chain which brought him up with a 
jerk. He got on his feet and slunk back to 
his box, and though he afterward made sev- 
eral rushes he so gauged his leap as to win 
or fail within the length of the chain and 
never again was brought up by its cruel jerk. 

As night came down the little fellow be- 
came very uneasy, sneaking out of his box, 
but going back at each slight alarm, tugging 
at his chain, or at times biting it in fury 
while he held it down with his fore paws. 
Suddenly he paused as though listening, 
then raising his little black nose he poured 
out a short quavering cry. 

Once or twice this was repeated, the time 
between being occupied in worrying the 
chain and running about. Then an answer 
came. The far-away Yap-yurrr of the old 
fox. A few minutes later a shadowy form 
appeared on the wood-pile. The little one 
slunk into his box, but at once returned and 
ran to meet his mother with all the gladness 


8 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


LOUIS A. CHAVARRIA, ARTIST 


that a fox could show. Quick as a flash she 
seized him and turned to bear him away by 
the road she came. But the moment the 
end of the chain was reached the cub was 
rudely jerked from the old one’s mouth, and 
she, scared by the opening of a window, fled 
over the wood-pile. 

An hour afterward the cub had ceased to 
run about or cry. I peeped out, and by the 
light of the moon saw the form of the 
mother at full length on the ground by the 
little one, gnawing at something—the clank 
of iron told what, it was that cruel chain. 
And Tip, the little one, meanwhile was 
helping himself to a warm drink. 

On my going out she fled into the dark 
woods, but there by the shelter-box were 
two little mice, bloody and still warm, food 
for the cub brought by the devoted mother. 
And in the morning I found the chain was 
very bright for a foot or two next the little 
one’s collar. 

On walking across the woods to the 
ruined den, I again found signs of Vixen. 
The poor heart-broken mother had come 
and dug out the bedraggled bodies of her 
little ones. 

There lay the three little baby foxes all 

To page 18 














The Cat That Never 
Learned How to Play 


By DAPHNE COX 


ITTLE SKITCH was born in the Aus- 

tralian bush. His mother was a wild 
tabby cat. She caught birds and mice to keep 
herself alive, and she drank water from a 
marsh and sometimes milk from the saucer 
we left outside for our cat. 

When Skitch was born, his mother kept 
him under the middle of a large blackberry 
bush. She made a tunnel through the prickly 
branches, where she knew no man could 
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Brian held Skitch—but only for a second. The tiny 
kitten was one biting, scratching ball of fury. 





reach the kitten, and she kept Skitch there 
till he was old enough to go out with her. 

When Skitch finally left the shelter of the 
blackberry bush, he always went out with 
his mother. She made sure Skitch learned 
how to hunt, or how to find food for him- 
self. There was no time to teach him to play. 

Instead, Skitch had to be taught how to 
catch birds, where the best mice holes were, 
and above all, that he was to keep crouched 
against the ground if a human being ap- 
peared, so that he would not be noticed. 
And if that human being came too near, he 
was to run, streaking away into the heart of 
the nearest bush. 

It was a busy life for a tiny kitten—all 
work and no play. 

Then came the day when Skitch’s mother 
decided he was old enough to go out into 
the wide world by himself. When he tried 
to follow her, she gave him a severe box on 
the ear that sent him sprawling. Each time 
he tried to follow her she gave him the same 
treatment. Soon Skitch understood. He was 
on his own—and he didn’t like it. 

He decided to go to his father for pro- 
tection. 

Now it happened that Skitch’s father was 
our pet, Chocolate, and Chocolate brought 
Skitch home. 

We didn’t know what to do with this 
young son. If we moved at all, Skitch would 
run wildly under the nearest piece of furni- 
ture. Ir was a long time before we managed 
to catch him! 

One day I was in bed with a bad cold, and 
my son Brian managed to catch Skitch and 

To page 16 
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How to Foil a 


THIEF 


Photos by Yale & Towne Lock Co. 


HE burglar crept stealthily up to the 

door. He laid his hand on the knob and 
turned it silently. 

Suddenly there was a tremendous ex- 
plosion. Dogs were barking, windows were 
going up, and men were shouting. The 
burglar turned and ran—but was too late. 
The village constable, pounding the street 
not far away, caught him before he got 
away. 

What the burglar had not realized was 
that the lock he tried to open was fitted 
with a blank cartridge. When he turned the 
knob, a hammer hit the cartridge, exploding 
the gunpowder inside. 

This lock was used in the early days of 
the United States. It was just one of many 
attempts men have made to keep out other 
men who have never learned the command- 
ment “Thou shalt not steal.” 

The earliest locks we know anything 
about were made in Egypt four thousand 
years ago. Incredible as it may seem, Egyp- 
tian locks were very much like the ones we 
use today, only larger. The key looked like 
an oversized toothbrush. 

These pictures show a few of the differ- 
ent kinds of lock that have been collected 
by Yale and Towne, the company that 
makes Yale locks. Notice the one to which 
the girl is pointing. It was made about 1190 
and put on the gate of the Holy Sepulchre 
(Jesus’ tomb) in Jerusalem. It was made of 
wood, but it was used for 600 years and still 
works. 

Early locks were put on the outside of a 
door. Then the Greeks invented the key- 
hole, and locks could be put inside. 

The Romans made locks that were quite 
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small, and the ladies carried the keys on 
rings on their fingers—because men in 
those days had no pockets in their clothes. 

In the Middle Ages, people used all sorts 
of ingenious ideas to keep thieves out. A 
box containing valuables might be deco- 
rated with knobs and leaves and flowers, 
and the only way to open the box would be 
to press certain knobs and leaves in the 
right order. 

Another method to fool thieves was to 
make a box that could be opened quite 
easily. But when it was opened the thief 
would see a shallow tray with five small 
holes in it. Naturally, he would put his fin- 
gers into the holes to lift the tray out. But it 
was a fatal mistake. For as soon as he put 
his fingers in the holes, a steel trap would 
snap shut on the fingers, holding the man 
there until the owner came to deal with 
him. 

Through the years, locks became more 
and more complicated—and more and more 
expensive. Then in the 1860's, Mr. Linus 
Yale, Jr., invented a lock that was very hard 
to pick—small, and quite inexpensive. We 
know it today as the Yale lock. 

Locks will be needed as long as men live 
on this earth. But there won't be any locks 
in heaven. For there, Jesus said, “thieves do 
not break through nor steal.” Matthew 6: 
20. There just won't be any thieves there. 


The top lock is the one with the built-in burglar 
alarm. The little cartridges on the table fit into the 
squarish hole. The gases from the explosion go 
out through the round hole. . . . The girl stands 
with the wooden lock from the Holy Sepulchre in 
Jerusalem. . . . The next is an old dog collar that 
had a lock and key. .. . On the bottom are handcuffs. 
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What Burst 


SALLY'S BUBBLE 





By ALTA PETERSEN 


INTA rolled over onto her side and 
cautiously opened one brown eye a 
wee crack to see what time of day it might 
be and if Sally, her sister, was still asleep or 
playing possum as she usually did. 

Both eyes popped open in surprise and 
she sat up in bed with a jerk. She gazed in 
wide-eyed amazement at her older sister. 

Sally, still in pajamas, was standing with 
her elbows on the dresser, her chin in her 
hands, and gazing in silent admiration at 
the round-faced, brown-eyed, brown-haired 
reflection in the old mirror. 

“Well,” Minta said, quite startling Sally 
out of her dreams, “what's so thrilling about 
that mirror to get you out of bed so early?” 

Sally turned from the mirror and sank 
down on the bed murmuring superiorly, 
“I’m afraid your infinitesimal mind would 
never comprehend.” She permitted herself 
to bestow a pitying glance in her sister's di- 
rection, but it was very brief. 

The covers went all ways as Minta leaped 
over the foot of the bed and began to dress 
with her usual speed. “So now my mind is 
infinitesimal and lacking in comprehension, 
is it? Just who is in the eighth grade, and 
who ought to be but isn’t because she had to 
take seventh grade twice?” 

“School grades don’t mean a thing,” Sally 
declared loftily. “I’m still so far above you 
there is no comparison.” 

“Humph!” Minta snorted, turning to 
leave the room. “I’m sure the day won't end 
before you find out you aren’t as smart as 
you think you are.” 

Minta’s feet flew down the stairs before 
Sally had a chance to reply. Minta com- 
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plained to her mother about Sally’s horrible 
attitude, but Mrs. Valie just laughed and 
asked her what day it was. 

Minta glanced at her mother for several 
minutes, then said, “Oh! I forgot it was 
Sally's birthday. Do you mean that when you 
get to be fourteen you have to act as if you 
are better than anyone else? Is shat growing 
up?” 

Mother tried not to smile. “It seems to be 
the fad to go through a series of stages on 
that order.” 

Minta’s decision was instantaneous and 
firm. “Then I’m not going to grow up! I will 
not be an old stuffed shirt for anyone. No, 
sir!” She stalked into the living room and 
began playing the old parlor organ, some- 
thing she loved to do every morning before 
breakfast. 

Minutes later she heard a pair of feet 
come noisily down the stairs and head for 
the kitchen. She sniffed the air. Breakfast 
was nearly ready, and from the sounds in the 
kitchen the table was being set. 

Minta walked into the kitchen. Sally gave 
her a peevish glance and turned toward her 
mother. “Does Minta have to play that old 
organ every morning before breakfast?” 

Again mother tried not to smile, but it 
was difficult, for she knew Minta’s brown 
eyes were sparkling with glee and she had 
turned to the window so Sally could not see 
her grin. “Personally, I think it is a wonder- 
ful idea,” mother said. “Letting Minta play 
the organ before breakfast saves me a great 
many steps and a lot of time.” 

“Huh?” Sally gazed from her mother to 
Minta and back. 











“I don’t have to go to the stairway every 
ten minutes and call, trying to get you 
down here on time for breakfast. Minta’s 
music gets you downstairs. Minta, run out- 
side and tell daddy and the boys we are 
ready to eat.” 

Sally blushed furiously, but made no re- 
ply. When the other four returned, Sally 
was just finishing with her hair. 

“Good grief,’ Minta murmured, bouncing 
onto her chair, though she was well aware 
that Sally frowned darkly on her bouncing 
about like a ball with legs. “It took you 
thirty minutes just to wash your face and 
comb your hair.” 

Sally slipped onto the chair next to her. 
“Well, naturally, one couldn’t expect you to 
understand why an older girl needs to take 
time to fix her hair. You're too young.” 

“Mother!” Minta objected. 

“It’s all right, Minta,” mother soothed. 
“The bubble will break some day. Shall we 
bow our heads?” 

Time after time that morning Minta felt 
her temper rising to the top as Sally’s air of 
superiority continued to prod her. It was 
amazing what a year and a half’s difference 
in age could do to a person’s ego, but Minta 


The white-hot iron went out through the front door 
screen, followed in a moment by the ironing board. 


























was waiting—a little impatiently, maybe— 
for the bubble to burst. She was certain it 
would, because her mother never lied. 

Sunday dinner was cooking on the stove 
when Sally suddenly announced, “Do you 
know what Id like to do today? I'd like to 
go for a good long ride in the country. Say, 
how come nobody baked me a birthday 
cake?” 

“I made you one when you went to the 
library,” Minta said. “I put in a half cup of 
cement, a ground up rat, a quart of horse- 
radish sauce, and 7 

“Minta!” Mother looked at her crossly. 

“O.K., I'm sorry.” 

“Mother!” Sally was completely exasper- 
ated now. “What makes Minta tell such 
stuff? Honestly! Ground rat! Cement! And 
all in my birthday cake!” 

Mrs. Valie sighed. “I’m certain I wouldn’t 
know. But I will say I’m thankful my other 
children haven't the vivid imagination 
Minta has.” 

“Vivid?” Sally snorted. “Wild, you mean.” 

“I just hope,” mother went on, “that it 
doesn’t get her into trouble some day.” 

It was Minta’s turn to look chagrined. “I 
was only kidding. Besides,” she added 
brightly, “my wd/d imagination gets me bet- 
ter grades in English and reading when we 
have to write a theme or hatch up a story 
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than Sally’s does. So it can’t be all so awful.” 

“No. I suppose not.” Mother sighed 
again. “But do try to check its flight as 
much as possible. There are times when 
kidding gets pretty close to lying.” 

“When she grows up, she'll understand,” 
Sally said. 

“Oh, no!” Minta groaned aloud. “Not 
again, please. I am not going to grow up.” 
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SICK-A-BED 


By VIOLET M. ROBERTS 


| read a book or magazine, 
I paint a crayon sky, 
But sometimes | just raise the shade 
And watch the folks walk by; 
Or count the times the boy next door 
Can catch his rubber ball, 
But nothing makes me feel as good 
As when friends come fo call. 
That's why when I am well again, 
And know someone who's sick, 
I'm going to make a visit 
To see him double quick! 


Re eee LL Le ky 


The ride in the country was to begin just 
as soon as the dinner dishes were washed, 
dried, and stacked in the old brown cup- 
board. Sally gazed again at the remains of 
the luscious, burnt-sugar cake, in hopes of 
getting another piece. Mother shook her 
head. “Two pieces are enough, birthday or 
not.” 

Sally then assured herself that the other 
two girls would be able to handle the dishes, 
and went into the front room and set up 
the ironing board. Then she ran upstairs for 
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her new pleated skirt while the iron heated. 
When she returned the iron was cold. 

“Now what is the matter?” She wiggled 
the cord and inspected the plugs. “Mother, 
the iron won't heat again,” she called into 
the kitchen. 

“Of course it won't.” Father glanced up 
from the book he was reading. “The elec- 
tric plant is shut off from noon until three 
o'clock every Sunday afternoon.” 

“Oh, no!” 

Was the bubble going to burst? Minta, 
listening in the kitchen, heard Sally say, 
“There’s nothing to do but wear something 
else.” 

It was a beautiful day. The family loved 
every minute of the ride. The waters of old 
North Coon had never looked so clear and 
blue before, but the old car never stopped. 
It just kept rolling past more scenes of 
artistic splendor that would never be 
erased from the minds of some of those 
children. 

“T think,” Mr. Valie announced, “that it is 
time to head for home.” 

The sun was sliding down the westward 
slope of the sky, and the thin veiling of 
clouds looked like sheets of sheerest gos- 
samer that changed from purple to gold 
when the Valie car stopped in the driveway 
at the rear of the house. 

The five young Valies were out first, of 
course, but they had to wait for their father 
to come up with the key. All seven stood in 
the kitchen a while letting the water run 
from the faucet for a cooling drink. 

Strange expressions began to cross their 
faces. Noses wrinkled. Eyes met other eyes. 
What was that smell? 

With a wild cry, Sally dashed into the 
front room, and her father arrived just two 
seconds behind her. 

The thermostat had not yet been in- 
vented for electric irons. The electricians 
had returned to the plant promptly at three 
and had thrown the huge switch, sending 
current to every house in town. Sally had 
forgotten to unplug the iron. It now shim- 
mered in white-hot heat. 

Mr. Valie did not hesitate a moment. He 
seized the iron just as it dropped through 
the board and sent it sailing through the 
front screen door. A second later the iron- 
ing board burst into flames and a piece 
of blazing wood fell to the carpet. All fol- 
lowed the white-hot iron through the screen 
door. To page 16 

















Keep the Best Lamp 


| ie old story of Aladdin and his magic 
lamp is a fable that teaches a useful les- 
son. 

According to the story, Aladdin’s lamp 
was very old and shabby. But when Aladdin 
rubbed it in a certain way, a slave mysteri- 
ously appeared and did anything Aladdin 
wanted done, no matter how difficult it 
might be. At one time, the story goes, the 
slave built a palace in one night, and found 
a princess for the wedding. 




























































































When Aladdin rubbed his lamp 
—the story says—a slave would 
immediately appear and do any- 
thing Aladdin asked him to do. 

















By ERNEST LLOYD 


At length Aladdin’s wicked uncle came 
to town dressed as a peddler, and when AIl- 
addin was away from home, the uncle 
tramped the streets shouting, “New lamps 
for old, new lamps for old.” He was out to 
play a trick. 

Aladdin’s wife, the princess, had an eye 
for a bargain. Hearing the peddler calling 
in the court of the palace, and remembering 
her husband’s shabby old lamp on the shelf, 
but not knowing its secret, she exchanged 
it for a glittering new one the peddler had. 
So Aladdin’s prosperity vanished. 

The invitation to exchange the old for 
the new is always with us. This old Aladdin 
story tells us to make sure of the bargain be- 
fore we go through with it, and not to part 
with the old and tried things simply be- 
cause they are old. 

A young man once received a parcel of 
papers from an atheist, a man who didn't 
believe in the Bible. The atheist said, “Read 
these papers, for they are full of new and 
up-to-date ideas. Put your old-fashioned Bi- 
ble away in the attic.” The wise youth re- 
plied, “Dear sir, if you have anything better 
than the Sermon on the Mount, the parables 


:: of the Prodigal Son and the Good Samari- 


tan; or if you have a code of morals better 
than the Ten Commandments, or anything 
more consoling or beautiful than the 
twenty-third psalm; or if you have anything 
that will throw more light on the future 
than the prophecies of the Bible, and reveal 
to me a more wonderful friend and savior 
than the Lord Jesus, send it along.” 

The Bible is the greatest lamp we have. 
But lamps are for use, and we should use 
our Bible lamp. If it is closed and neg- 
lected, the Bible does nothing for us. But if 
it is opened and thoughtfully read, it gives 
light and inspiration to all who seek the 
right way. There is miraculous power, and 
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Memory Verses for the Second 
Quarter 


1. “For whatsoever things were written aforetime 
were written for our learning, that we through pa- 
tience and comfort of the scriptures might have 
hope” (Rom. 15:4). 

2. “Who is there among you of all his people? 
his God be with him, and let him go up to Jeru- 
salem, which is in Judah, and build the house of the 
Lord God of Israel” (Ezra 1:3). 

3. “And they sang together by course in praising 
and giving thanks unto the Lord; because he is 
good, for his mercy endureth for ever toward Israel” 
(Ezra 3:11, first part). 

4. “Thus saith the Lord of hosts; Consider your 
ways” (Haggai 1:7). 

5. “Be strong, all ye people of the land, saith 
the Lord, and work: for | am with you, saith the 
Lord of hosts” (Haggai 2:4). 

6. “The eye of their God was upon the elders of 
the Jews, that they could not cause them to cease” 
(Ezra 5:5). 

7. “He that toucheth you toucheth the apple of 
his eye” (Zech. 2:8). 

8. “Not by might, nor by power, but by my 
spirit, saith the Lord of hosts” (Zech. 4:6). 

9. “The hand of our God was upon us, and he 
delivered us from the hand of the enemy” (Ezra 

:31) 


10. “And | sent messengers unto them, saying, 
1 am doing a great work, so that | cannot come 
down: why should the work cease, whilst | leave 
it, and come down to you?” (Neh. 6:3). 

11. “He hath shewed thee, O man, what is good; 
and what doth the Lord require of thee, but to do 
justly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly with 
thy God?” (Micah 6:8). 

12. “Now unto him that is able to keep you from 
falling, and to present you faultless before the 
presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to the 
only wise God our Saviour, be glory and majesty, 
dominion and power, both now and ever. Amen” 
(Jude 24, 25). 

13. “But ye are a chosen generation, a royal 
priesthood, an holy nation” (1 Peter 2:9). 








riches too, revealed by the Bible lamp, 
power and riches that the Aladdins of the 
world have longed to obtain, but which 
are given only to those who walk in the 
glorious light of God’s wonderful lamp— 
the Bible. 





What Burst Sally’s Bubble 
From page 14 


Father sighed heavily as he turned to face 
a very white-faced Sally, still shaking from 
fright. He glanced again at the huge hole 
in the screen, then decided Sally had been 
punished enough. 

Tears sparkled on her lashes as she turned 
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toward Minta. “If our ride had been just a 
half hour longer, we wouldn’t have a home 
—and all because of me. I guess I’m not as 
smart as I thought I was.” 

The bubble had burst. 

Minta knew what she wanted to do. She 
wanted to laugh out loud, “I told you so.” 
But she decided it was neither the time nor 
the place for that. She said something else 
quite different. It even surprised herself, it 
was so sensible. She said, “Sally, I thin 
you've grown up more in the last five mi 
utes than you had grown all year long.” 


The Cat That Never Learned 
How to Play 


From page 9 


hold him for a second. Brian’s hands were 
badly scratched by the writhing, spitting, 
clawing kitten, before he dropped the ball 
of fury on the ground. 

Again Brian tried, and this time he man- 
aged to catch Skitch and hold him long 
enough to pop him under my bedclothes. 

There I felt the little form tremble from 
fear, as he crouched next to me in the dark- 
ness of the bedclothes. After about five 
minutes, I slowly stroked the tiny head a 
few times with one finger, then held the 
blankets high, letting in the light. Skitch 
blinked once, then slunk out of the bed 
away from me. 

Later Brian caught him again, and we re- 
peated the performance. Each time we 
popped him into the bed with me, he grew 
less afraid, until the day came when we 
could pick him up without fear of being 
scratched and bitten. 

Gradually Skitch learned to come when 
we called his name, and finally he made our 
home his own. 

But although we have had Skitch for 
eighteen months now, he has never learned 


have had, we have found it great fun to 
a paper ball tight and throw it to the k 
ten, or maybe dangle the ball on the end of 
a string. Always we have had many happy 
hours of fun with our kittens. Not so with 
Skitch. 

Poor Skitch. His mother never taught him 
how to play. 

You see, little kittens remember the 
things they are taught when they are tiny, 


how to play. With all the other kittens r 
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and those are the things they do when they 
grow up. 

Boys and girls are like kittens. When 
they grow up, they do things that their 
mothers and fathers taught them when they 
were young. 

So to be wise, boys and girls should learn 
as much as they can about the good things 
—about Jesus, and the wonderful world we 

ve in; all the worth-while things, like 
ood manners and being kind and loving, 
because those are the things they will re- 
member when they grow up. 





Sherry’s Strange Egg 
From page 3 


water, and she wanted to take it home. It 
was too near the water for her to go and get 
it, so Mbumbi, who was one of the group, 
went and got it for her. 

“What kind of egg is it, Daddy?” Sherry 
asked. 

“I really don’t know, dear,” her father 
said, still thinking about those poor heathen 
in the village behind them and not really 
paying much attention to the egg in Sherry’s 
hand. 

“Then I know how I can find out,” Sherry 
answered, jumping up and down at the 
thought. “I'll put the egg under a hen, and 
she'll hatch it.” Sherry had been particularly 
lucky along that line. Father had once 
brought her an egg he had found, and it had 
hatched out to be a rare water bird. Another 
time she had hatched out some guinea 
chicks. She had two eggs under an old hen 
at that very moment. She would just slip 
this one under the hen, too, when she got 
home. 

And that is exactly what Sherry did. Sev- 
eral days passed by, and each day Sherry 
peeked carefully under the old hen, hoping 
that one of the three eggs might have 

atched. 

Mbumbi had been worried ever since he 
had given Sherry that egg. He knew what 
kind it was. If Sherry was allowed to let it 
hatch out, it might mean trouble for his 
master and his family. So Mbumbi decided 
to go and tell the missionary the truth. 

“Bwana,” he began, “that egg that the lit- 
tle madam has is a bad thing.” 

“What do you mean, Mbumbi?” asked 
the bwana. “She gets a lot of innocent fun 
out of hatching eggs of various kinds.” 


“But, Bwana, this one is the crocodile’s 
child.” 

“You mean that it is a crocodile’s egg?” 

“Yes,” Mbumbi replied. 

“You are right, Mbumbi. Thank you for 
telling me.” But the missionary knew that 
the problem did not end there, for Sherry 
treasured this egg. He thought of all the 
fun his little daughter had missed because 
she was a lonely missionary’s child, and his 
heart was sad. Now he had to deprive her 
again of something that would bring her 
pleasure. Still, it must be done. 

“Sherry,” he called. “Sherry, come here a 
minute.” 

Sherry came bouncing into the room. 
“Yes, Father?” 

“What are you doing, honey?” he asked by 
way of approach. 

“Stomping corn with Licila,” she an- 
swered. 

“That's nice, but could you spare time to 
take me out to see your mother hen and 
your eggs?” 

Sherry assured him that she always had 
time to do that, and off they went to the 
henhouse, hand in hand. Lifting up the 
fussy old mother hen, father drew out the 
crocodile egg and held it in his outstretched 
palm. “Pretty, isn’t it, Sherry?” 

“I think so, Daddy,” she replied. 

“There are lots of things in this world 
that are pretty, Sherry, that are also bad. 
This is one of them.” 

“Bad? How can an egg be bad?” 

“I had no idea, dear, what kind of egg this 
was until Mbumbi told me this morning. 
It is a crocodile egg, and if you let it hatch, 
you will allow a terrible creature to live— 
one that eats animals and people, as you al- 
ready know.” 

“But, Daddy, it would be the cutest pet 
for a while, and then we could kill it,” 
Sherry pleaded. 

“No, Sherry,” father said definitely. “We 
must destroy it at once, before it even de- 
velops into a new life.” 

Sherry was in tears now, for she loved 
pets of any kind, but she also knew that 
daddy’s No meant business. So they took the 
egg outside, and Sherry tried to think it 
would be fun to see how hard her father 
could smash it against a big boulder nearby. 

Once the egg was demolished, father 
turned to his heartbroken daughter. He 
placed his hand on her shoulder and said 
softly, “Sherry, that egg is just like sin. We 
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must never let sin ‘hatch’ or it will grow 
into a huge monster, like the crocodile, and 
destroy us. You must let this crocodile-egg 
experience teach you a real lesson.” 

“I see, Daddy,” Sherry answered soberly. 
“I guess that’s why Jesus let me have that 
egg. Huh?” 

Daddy nodded. 





The Springfield Fox 
From page 8 


licked smooth now, and by them were two 
of our hens fresh killed. The newly heaved 
earth was printed all over with tell-tale 
signs—signs that told me that here by the 
side of her dead she had watched like Riz- 
pah. Here she had brought their usual meal, 
the spoil of her nightly hunt. Here she had 
stretched herself beside them and vainly of- 
fered them their natural drink and yearned 
to feed and warm them as of old; but only 
stiff little bodies under their soft wool she 
found, and little cold noses still and un- 
responsive. 

A deep impress of elbows, breast, and 
hocks showed where she had lain in silent 
grief and watched them for long and 
mourned as a wild mother can mourn for 
its young. But from that time she came no 
more to the ruined den, for now she surely 
knew that her little ones were dead. 

Tip the captive, the weakling of the 
brood, was now the heir to all her love. The 
dogs were loosed to guard the hens. The 
hired man had orders to shoot the old fox on 
sight—so had I, but was resolved never to 
see her. Chicken-heads, that a fox loves and 
a dog will not touch, had been poisoned 
and scattered through the woods; and the 
only way to the yard where Tip was tied, 
was by climbing the wood-pile after braving 
all other dangers. And yet each night old 
Vix was there to nurse her baby and bring it 
fresh-killed hens and game. Again and 
again I saw her, although she came now 
without awaiting the querulous cry of the 
captive. 

The second night of the captivity I heard 
the rattle of the chain, and then made out 
that the old fox was there, hard at work dig- 
ging a hole by the little one’s kennel. When 
it was deep enough to half bury her, she 
gathered into it all the slack of the chain, 
and filled it again with earth. Then in tri- 
umph thinking she had gotten rid of the 


18 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


chain, she seized little Tip by the neck 
and turned to dash off up the wood-pile, but 
alas! only to have him jerked roughly from 
her grasp. 

Poor little fellow, he whimpered sadly 
as he crawled into his box. After half an 
hour there was a great outcry among the 
dogs, and by their straight-away tonguing 
through the far woods I knew they were 


the direction of the railway and their noi 

faded from hearing. Next morning the 
hound had not come back. We soon knew 
why. Foxes long ago learned what a rail- 
road is; they soon devised several ways of 
turning it to account. One way is when 
hunted to walk the rails for a long distance 
just before a train comes. The scent, always 
poor on iron, is destroyed by the train and 
there is always a chance of hounds being 
killed by the engine. But another way more 
sure, but harder to play, is to lead the hounds 
straight to a high trestle just ahead of the 
train, so that the engine overtakes them on 
it and they are surely dashed to destruction. 

This trick was skilfully played, and down 
below we found the mangled remains of 
old Ranger. 

That same night she returned to the yard 
before Spot’s weary limbs could bring him 
back and killed another hen and brought it 
to Tip, and stretched her panting length be- 
side him that he might quench his thirst. 

It was that hen that betrayed to my uncle 
the nightly visits. 

My own sympathies were all turning to 
Vix, and I would have no hand in planning 
further murders. Next night my uncle him- 
self watched, gun in hand, for an hour. 
Then when it became cold and the moon 
clouded over he remembered other impor- 
tant business elsewhere, and left Paddy in 
his place. 

But Paddy was “onaisy” as the stillness 
and anxiety of watching worked on his 
nerves. 

In the morning we found Vix had nc 
failed her young one. Again next night 
found my uncle on guard, for another hen 
had been taken. Soon after dark a single 
shot was heard, but Vix dropped the game 
she was bringing and escaped. Another at- 
tempt made that night called forth another 
gun-shot. Yet next day it was seen by the 
brightness of the chain that she had come 
again and vainly tried for hours to cut that 
hateful bond. 


chasing Vix. Away up north they went . 

















a 


Such courage and stanch fidelity were 
bound to win respect, if not toleration. At 
any rate, there was no gunner in wait next 
night, when all was still. Could it be of any 
use? Driven off thrice with gun-shots, 
would she make another try to feed or free 
her captive young one? 

Would she? Hers was a mother’s love. 
There was but one to watch them this time, 

e fourth night, when the quavering whine 

f the little one was followed by that shad- 
owy form above the wood-pile. 

She carried no fowl or food that could 
be seen. Had the keen huntress failed at 
last? Had she no head of game for this her 
only charge, or had she learned to trust his 
captors for his food? 

No, far from all this. The wild-wood 
mother’s heart and hate were true. Her only 
thought had been to set him free. All means 
she knew she tried, and every danger braved 
to tend him well and help him to be free. 
But all had failed. 

Like a shadow she came and in a moment 
was gone, and Tip seized on something 
dropped, and crunched and chewed with 
relish what she brought. But even as he ate, 
a knife-like pang shot through and a scream 
of pain escaped him. Then there was a 
momentary struggle and the little fox was 
dead. 

The mother’s love was strong in Vix, but 
a higher thought was stronger. She knew 
right well the poison’s power; she knew the 
poison bait, and would have taught him had 
he lived to know and shun it too. But now 
at last when she must choose for him a 
wretched prisoner's life or sudden death, 
she quenched the mother in her breast and 
freed him by the one remaining door. 

It is when the snow is on the ground that 
we take the census of the woods, and when 
the winter came it told me that Vix no 
longer roamed the woods of Erindale. 
Where she went it never told, but only this, 


at she was gone. 
Gone, perhaps, to some other far-off 


haunt to leave behind the sad remembrance 
of her murdered little ones and mate. Or 
gone, may be, deliberately, from the scene 
of a sorrowful life, as many a wild-wood 
mother has gone, by the means that she her- 
self had used upon her young one, the last 
of all her brood. 


Copied with slight changes from Wild Animals I Have 
Known, by Ernest Thompson Seton. Copyright 1898. 





“OTHERS WILL KNOW I HAVE CHOSEN 
GOD" 


March-April 

27. Luke 11:33 This is not a secret 

28. Hab. 2:2 At a glance others will know 
29. Matt. 5:16 Others will be drawn to Him 
30. Matt. 5:39 Even an enemy will know 

31. Matt. 7:20 Everything you do is watched 
1. 1 Thess. 4:9 This is of God 

2. Heb. 13:18 Willing honesty 








“Thanks for the Five Shillings” 
From page 5 


“Why surely, Duncan, you may go,” the 
bwana answered. 

Duncan felt ashamed then. He knew he 
was going into town to get a job where he 
could earn a lot of money for himself. He 
was sure the bwana would be disappointed 
if he found out. 

When they reached town, Duncan went 
off looking for a job. Sure enough, one man 
promised to hire him as soon as he could get 
back to town with his things. 

When Duncan met the bwana for the re- 
turn trip to the mission, the moon was high. 
One of the African pastors was riding with 
bwana, so Duncan had to ride out on the 
great load of oil cake Pastor Edwards was 
taking to the cattle. 

The truck bumped and bounced over the 
rough roads toward Malamulo. Suddenly, at 
a turn, Duncan lost his hold, and was 
thrown violently from the truck into the 
darkness. He screamed so loudly that bwana 
heard and stopped. 

Duncan almost fainted when he saw 
where he had fallen. Six inches away began 
a whole forest of small sapling stumps, 
sharp as spikes. Had he fallen there, he 
would have died. Six inches from death! 

“What are you going to be, Duncan?” 
the missionary asked the boy the next day. 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the second quarter: “Times of the Rebuilding of Jerusalem" 


I—Why God Let His People 
Go Into Captivity 


(April 2) 


Memory VERsE: “For whatsoever things were 
written aforetime were written for our learning, 
that we through patience and comfort of the 
scriptures might have hope” (Romans 15:4). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the faithfulness of Shad- 
rach, Meshach, and Abednego while in captivity. 
Notice how their witness helped Nebuchadnezzar 
to acknowledge the Lord as the only true God. 
You will find the story in Daniel 3:26-29. Read 
also how Daniel’s courage led Darius to rever- 
ence God, in Daniel 6:25-27. Read the memory 
verse several times. Review it daily. 


SUNDAY 
The Story of the Vineyard 


Open your Bible to Matthew 21. 


One day Jesus told the touching story of the 
man who planted a vineyard. It was going to be 
the best vineyard there ever was. Nothing was to 
be spared to achieve that aim. Read in verse 33 
about the things that he did for his vineyard. 

While the owner was away his thoughts must 
often have turned to that vineyard, and he 
eagerly anticipated the rich harvest of grapes 
he would get from it. Harvesttime drew near at 
last, and he sent some of his servants to get the 
fruit. Find out what happened to them by read- 
ing verse 35. 

When the servants came back without fruit, or 
did not even return, the lord of the vineyard 
sent more servants to try to bring back fruit. 
But the same thing happened to them. Some 
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were beaten and some were killed by those who 
had been set in charge of the vineyard. At last 
the owner sent his own son, saying, “They will 
reverence my son.” Look in verses 38 and 39 to 
find out what they did. 

Isaiah also tells us a similar parable. “Now 
will I sing to my wellbeloved a song of my be- 
loved touching his vineyard. My wellbeloved 
hath a vineyard in a very fruitful hill: and he 
fenced it, and gathered out the stones thereof, 
and planted it with the choicest vine, and built 
a tower in the midst of it, and also made a 
winepress therein: and he looked that it should 
bring forth grapes, and it brought forth wild 
grapes” (Isaiah 5:1, 2). 

These two parables were given to show that 
God regarded the Jews as His special people, 
upon whom He showered many blessings so 
they in turn might be a blessing to others. 


p. 285. 

THINK! Have you received special blessings 
from God in the way of health and strength, 
mental ability, special talents? 

RESOLVE to use what you have been given 
to help others and to bring glory to God. 


MONDAY 
A Nation Blessed Above All Others 
Open your Bible to Exodus 19. 


Just as the vineyard owner lavished special 
care on his vineyard, thoughtfully selecting the 
site and providing everything necessary for its 
care, so God selected a people out of the nations 


For further reading: Christ’s Object “—"® 











of the world on whom to bestow special bless- 
ings, that they in turn might produce fruit for 
HIM. He chose the descendants of Abraham, the 
Jewish people. All nations were to look to them 
and see how they prospered as they let them- 
selves be guided by God. Read verses 5 and 6 to 
learn what hopes God expressed for this special 
nation. 

But God’s people disappointed Him, like those 
who took charge of the vineyard during the 
owner’s absence. During some periods of their 
history they fulfilled the purpose He had for 
them—to witness to all nations of the power 
and wisdom of God. The inhabitants of Canaan 
were forced to marvel at God’s great power as 
He led Israel into many victories against great 
opposition. The whole world wondered at Is- 
rael’s peace and prosperity during some years 
of Solomon’s reign, and was led to think of the 
God the Israelites reverenced. However, at other 
times Israel copied the heathen nations about 
them, and though they called themselves the 
children of God, they did not act like His 
children, and so brought dishonor on His name. 

As the vineyard owner sent servants to the 
vineyard, so God sent prophets to help His 
people. Like the servants of the vineyard, they 
mistreated these prophets sent from God. 

For further reading: Christ’s Object Lessons, 
p. 291, par. 2. 


Tuink! Are you ever.«a disappointment to 
your parents, to your teachers, to God Himself? 


Pray to fulfill the high hopes others have for 
you. 


TUESDAY 
Taken Into Captivity 


Open your Bible to Jeremiah 30. 

Fathers and mothers are obliged to punish 
their children when they repeatedly refuse to 
listen to them. So God, after sending many 
warnings to His chosen nation about their con- 
duct, was forced finally to let something happen 
to them that would make them think. He allowed 
the powerful army of Nebuchadnezzar of Bab- 
ylon to besiege and take Jerusalem, and carry 
away its wealth and its people to his own 
country. 
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The Jews were very sad in Babylon. It didn’t comfort 
them at all to remember the many times the prophets 
had warned them this would happen if they sinned. 


That was a terrible blow to them! They had 
been taught that they were especially blessed, 
but they overlooked the fact that God’s bless- 
ings could only be theirs so long as they lived 
in harmony with His law and ideals. 

They began to think more seriously. And that 
is just what God wanted them to do. He sent 
messages to His afflicted people in captivity. 
Read one that was very comforting, in verse 11. 

Their affliction was to be only for a time, 
however. God still loved them and wanted them 
to be His chosen nation, but they must repent 
and be led to see how foolish they had been 
when they might have been enjoying God’s 
special blessings. 

For further reading: Prophets and 
p. 425, pars. 1, 2 

THINK! Do you ever get into uncomfortable 
situations because you stubbornly refuse to be 
corrected? 


Pray to have a heart receptive to correction 
and instruction. : 


Kings, 


WEDNESDAY 
Faithful Witnesses During the Captivity 


Open your Bible to Daniel 1. 


Even while they were in captivity, God could 
use His chosen people to demonstrate to the 
heathen nations that they were blessed because 
they obeyed and served Him. 

Daniel, Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego, 
adhering firmly to the Jewish teachings on diet 
and heathful living, were blessed by God, and 
were found in their school examinations to be 
not only healthier than the students who did 
not follow God’s laws but also much smarter. 
Read what is said of their ability, in verses 19 
and 20. 

When Shadrach, Meshach, and Abednego were 
thrown into the furnace of fire rather than 
bow down to the king’s image, their faithfulness 
to God so won the respect of King Nebuchad- 
nezzar that he blessed the name of the Lord and 
forbade anyone to say anything amiss against 
the boys. 

Daniel’s ability to tell Nebuchadnezzar’s for- 
gotten dream and to show its meaning caused 
that great king to say, “Of a truth it is, that 
your God is a God of gods, and a Lord of kings, 
and a revealer of secrets” (Daniel 2:47). 

And later, when Daniel was serving Darius the 
Mede, who took the kingdom from Belshazzar, his 
willingness to be torn asunder by hungry lions 
rather than give up his prayer habits won the 
monarch’s respect not only for Daniel himself 
but for the God he served. 

For further reading: Education, p. 56, par. 2; 
p. 57, pars. 1-3. 

THINK! What about your principles? Are 
they firm and strong like those of the captive 
Hebrew boys? 

Pray to value right speaking and right doing 
above all worldly advantages. 


THURSDAY 


Stories of the Long-Ago Preserved to Help Us 

Today 

Open your Bible to 1 Corinthians 10. 

As this week’s memory verse tells us, the 
stories of the Bible have been written down for 
us sO we may read them and think of their 
meaning, and have wisdom and hope as we face 
our daily problems. In the Bible we have all 
kinds of stories—stories of wrong deeds and 
hasty words, and stories of noble deeds and 
brave men and women. Each story has the 
power to help us in this space age. From some 
stories we learn the consequences of departing 
from what the Bible and the commandments 
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tell us to do. From others we learn the rewards 
of right doing. 

In verse 11, find for what period in history 
these stories are especially written. 

As long as we call ourselves Christians we 
have a responsibility to live up to the name. 


The world is watching us, and it judges our 
Lord and Master according to the way we speak 
and act. Writing of those who were not living 
up to all the light they had, but were Christians 
in name only, James asks, “Do not they blas- 
pheme that worthy name by the which ye are 
called?” (James 2:7). 


Living Sermons 


There isn’t a word that a preacher can say, 
No matter how lovely or true, 

Nor is there a prayer that his eager lips pray 
That can preach such a sermon as you. 
You vowed to serve Christ, and men know 

that you did; 
They’re watching the things that you do; 
There isn’t an action of yours that is hid. 
Men are watching and studying you. 
You say you’re but you 
preach 
A wonderful sermon each day. 
The acts of your life are the things that you 


“no preacher”; yes, 


teach. 
It isn’t the things that you say. 


If Christians 
profess, 
Men would notice their glorified mien 
And say, “What wondrous thing they possess 
Who follow the meek Nazarene!” 


were Christians, as they do 


O Christians, 
name; 
Your lives are for others to view. 
You are living examples; men praise you, or 
blame, 
And measure all Christians by you. 


—FLORENCE BELLE ANDERSON 


remember you bear His dear 


For further reading: Thoughts From _ the 
Mount of Blessing, p. 107. 

Tuink! What about the “gospel according to 
you” that people are reading every day as they 
watch you? Is it a good one? 

Pray that everything you do, everything you 
say, may bring honor to the God you serve. 


FRIDAY 


1. NAME THE PARABLE Jesus told to show how 
He had especially blessed the children of Israel 
and how they had disappointed Him (Matthew 
21:33-44). 

2. TELL SOME WAYs in which God blessed His 
chosen nation. (Monday’s assignment.) 

3. TELL SOME Ways in which they disappointed 
Him. (Monday’s assignment.) 

4. WuHaT very trying experience came to 
Judah because of their insistence on departing 





from God’s commandments? 
ment.) 

5. NAME AT LEAST FouR of the captives who 
by their firmness to principle impressed their 


(Tuesday’s assign- 


captors with the power and glory of God. 
(Wednesday’s assignment.) 

6. NAME THE TROUBLES that came to them as 
they adhered to principle. (Wednesday’s assign- 
ment.) 

7. NAME TWO KINGS who acknowledged God 


as a result of their stand. 
8. TELL wuy the stories of the Bible have 
been preserved for us. (Thursday’s assignment.) 


9. FOR WHAT PARTICULAR TIME have these 
stories been kept? (Thursday’s assignment.) 


10. WHAT DO WE bo when we misrepresent the 
One whose name we bear as Christians? 
For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 6, pp. 9-14, 33-43, 55-59. 
ReEvIEw the memory verse. 


The 





“Thanks for the Five Shillings” 
From page 19 


“Are you going to be a teacher or an evan- 
gelist, or do you wart to do medical work?” 

“Sir,” Duncan answered, “my life was 
saved yesterday evening. Now it belongs to 
God.” Duncan’s eyes wandered down to the 
neat group of hospital buildings. He smiled. 

“Sir, the villages are very dirty. The hea- 
then do not know how to keep well, nor 
how to take care of their homes and chil- 
dren. Somehow, I want to help people to 
learn to be clean.” 

He smiled. “I believe, sir, if they learn to 
have clean homes and clean bodies, maybe 
I can teach them how to have clean hearts, 
too. I owe everything to the great God, for 
allowing me to live, even though I was 
planning to do wrong.” 

Duncan is now a faithful medical worker, 
bringing light and comfort and truth and 
honor to many places where his help is 
needed sorely. 

It all began with a dirty barn, a five-shil- 
ling note, and an ambition to trust in the 
Lord and do good. 
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Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring, 
Retail $62.50. 


Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 
ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 


Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 





TION AND YOUR SUPPLIES OF LIFE AND HEALTH : 


AND SELLING HINTS. 
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1. The black buck ran like the wind. It would seem 
that nothing could catch him, for these antelope can 
outrun even the speedy greyhounds; but in spite of 
this the cheetah quickly closed the gap between the 
two, and in less than a hundred yards he had almost 














caught up to him. 2. Then the buck, seeing his en- 
emy so close, quickly dodged and ran back. 3. Often 
this was enough to discourage a cheetah, but this 
time Charlie was determined not to give up and 
he followed, hardly slackening his pace on the turn. 
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4. In a short time he was up to the black buck 
again, and with a sharp sidewise blow of his stiffened 
front leg he tripped him. 5. As the buck stumbled, 
Charlie also rolled over and turned a complete somer- 
sault. Both animals slid a short distance because of 


their great momentum. 6. Charlie recovered first, 
and in a second he had the buck by the throat. He 
did not try to break its neck, as he normally would 
have done, for he had been trained well. He just 
held on till the hunters came and cut the throat. 




















7. Charlie was given a wooden ladle full of the fresh 
blood as his reward, and while he was lapping it, his 
hood was replaced and his chains snapped on again. 
8. His master petted him and praised him for his good 
work, and then the servants loaded him onto the cart 
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once more. 9. The rajah’s kind words pleased the big 
cat, and since Charlie was naturally mild natured and 
affectionate, he was happy when his master took him 
as his special pet into the palace, and there he lived 
in luxury during all the rest of his days. THE END. 








